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Poems 
Abstract 
TRINITY BEACH, ON FTTZROY ISLAND 
This journal article is available in Kunapipi: https://ro.uow.edu.au/kunapipi/vol11/iss3/7 
B.W. Benyon 
TRINITY BEACH 
Cushioned between Yorke/s Knob and Clifton beach, 
this meeting place confronts 
the Great Barrier Reef. 
The water shines like health, 
invites me to enter 
the spray of salty turquoise 
sharpening my sense of touch. 
The broken coral jangles 
in the polished sea 
where during the rainy season 
jelly-fish bring the risk of death. 
I watch and notice three dolphins rise, 
they dip and disappear 
into the warm flux, 
a beauty of glistening arches 
on a journey northwards. 
Here on the beach I feel 
their controlled energy like a carving, 
a concentration, their triptych. 
ON FTTZROY ISLAND 
The boy sweeps, 
the rain falls, 
fish swim behind glass walls. 
A gremlin enters 
the machinery of sky, 
strains the light to close early. 
A carnival of tropical fish 
edge their curious route 
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beneath the jett}- of Welcome Bay. 
Xearby a p>articular music 
disturbs the parsley of rainforest, 
a gro\s-ing orchestra of high-pitched green. 
Anthony Lawrence 
THE GHOSTS OF A CARTOON LIFE 
for Beverly Bourne 
In a bacicy^rd lonely 
with my Grandfather's absence 
bet^veen the chokos & the sulk)̂  shed 
my legs held by scratchy \ines 
1 struggle VN̂ th an overripe pumpkin 
lifting it to my chest 
& put its flower to my lips 
& breathe youth through a yellow stem 
& cry for an old man's d)ing 
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After I'd woken for the last time 
on the long verandah at my Grandparents' house 
a goods train sounded its arrival 
on the \iaduct over the floodplain 
& the blade of a bulldozer came through the wall 
lifting me from bed 
I was carried away outside to the street 
& made to watch as they struck my childhood 
like a theatre set 
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